156         THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
" Stepan, it's me ! Koshevoi! Save me, for the love of
God ! You needn't tell anyone, need you ? Help me ! "
" So it's you ! " Stepan, just risen from his bed after
typhus, said in a feeble voice. His mouth smiled broadly
but uncertainly. " Well, spend the night there, but clear
out to-morrow. But how did you get there ? "
Mishka groped for his hand and shook it, then thrust"
himself into a pile of chaff. As soon as dusk fell the next
evening, resolving on a desperate step he cautiously made his
way home and knocked at the window. His mother opened
the door, and burst into tears at the sight of him. Her
hands clutched and clawed at his neck, and her head rolled
on his chest.
" Go away, for the love of Christ go away, Mishka ! The
cossacks were here this morning. They turned over all the
yard in search of you. Antip Avdeich struck me with his
whip. ' You're hiding your son. I'm sorry I didn't kill
him at once,' he said."
Mishka had no idea where to find his friends.  From his *
mother's brief story he gathered that all the Donside villages
had risen, that Stockman, Ivan Alexievich, David and the
militia-men had fled, and Filka and Timofei had been killed
on the square at noon of the previous day.
"Now go away. They'll find you here." His mother
wept, but her voice was firm. For the first time for many
days Mishka cried, sobbing like a child and bubbling at the
lips. Then he took the old mare and led her into the yard,
Her foal followed her. His mother helped him to climb into
the saddle, and crossed herself. The mare went unwillingly,
jvhinneying to her foal. Each time she called Mishkal
heart leaped into his mouth.
But he escaped safely from the village, and trotted along
the Hetman's highroad to the east, in a northerly direction,
The night was dark and friendly to refugees. His mare
whinneyed frequently, afraid of losing her foal. Mishka
grated his teeth, and stopped again and again to listen
whether he could hear the heavy beat of horse-hoofs before
or behind him. But a magical silence lay all around. All
he could hear was the foal taking advantage of the halt to
suck at its mother, its little hind-legs thrust deep into the
snow.
Worn out, he rode at dawn into a village of the Ust-